Where You Belong

I love you mom, more

 with each new day.

And when I am not with you,
 I miss your gentle ways.

Although you are not the 

same as I once remember you,

I think of all you have taught 

me and it's affect on what I do.

I am so thankful that now

 and then I see you laugh,

although I don’t fully under-

stand the illness that you have.

I won't dwell on the thought

of losing you, down the road;

only on the seeds your

example has indeed sowed.

And because one day God will take

you to a place where you belong;

those seeds will go on to live forever,

because I will indeed pass them along.
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